CHAPTER 4 


APRIL 15, 2011 


The intercom buzzed. It was only midday, and they had been instructing the 
students to do something. Justin had barely heard it though. He had been listening 
to his iPod, and although it had been blasting fairly loud, it seemed King Moron 
hadn’t noticed it at all. Either that or he didn’t care. 


“What are you listening to anyway?” Chie seemed legitimately curious, though also 
sort of peeved. He did have them stuck in his ears all-day after all. 


“Well it’s on shuffle...” 


Justin grabbed a hold of his iPod to take a look at what song was playing, despite 
clearly recognizing the tune. It was a habit of his, and a stupid one at that. 


“The Black Keys.” Chie’s eyes widened with amazement. Oh shit, what did | do? 


“Oh my god, | love the Black Keys!” Her eyes were sparkling as though Justin had 
just told her she won a million dollars. “Which album are you listening to?” 


“El Camino.” 
“You should give Attack and Release a listen.” 
“That’s the one with “I Got Mine,” right?” 


The conversation seemed to drag on forever with Chie practically choking over the 
fangasm that was spewing out of her mouth. Justin was relatively unfamiliar with 
the Black Keys, save an album or two. For him, it was as though he was being 
dragged along on a ride he hadn’t bought tickets for. 


Why don’t you just tell this bitch to shut her trap? 
You again? 
Yes, me, me, me. 


The night prior, Justin had awoken to the sounds of a voice in his house. The voice 
claimed to be him, his inner self or some crap like that. And he would have 
shrugged it off as a bad dream had he not heard it again this morning. / couldn’t 
possibly have hit my head THAT hard, right? | mean, this can’t be medically 
possible, can it!? First the television, and now this? I’m going crazy, aren't I!? 


“Something wrong Justin?” 


Looking up, Justin could see that he had dazed out in the middle of their 
conversation, and Chie clearly noticed. Her eyes weren’t sparkling the way they had 
when Justin had unwittingly brought up her favorite band, or the way they had been 
when she forced him at gunpoint to play guitar. They were practically lifeless, giving 
him the same look they had when he had fallen on his head, the same look when 
she found out his parents were dead, the same look when she had to keep shaking 
his body to keep him from falling into a coma. Justin just wanted to grab her by the 
shoulders and tell her what was going on, how he was hearing shit in his head. But 
he didn’t. She’d just think he was crazy. And she’d probably be right. 


Go on. Tell her all about the big bad man in your head. Tell her all about 
the terrible things he’s telling you to do! 


Shut the fuck up! 


“You don’t look so good. Are you sure your head is alright?” Chie looked up to stare 
at the gauss bandages wrapped around his forehead. 


No. No, it isn’t. Nowhere near. 

“...Yeah, its fine. Just a headache is all...” 

“\,.Alright, if you say so. Just... don’t strain yourself too much.” 
“I'll be fine, thanks.” 

“You need a hand getting to the assembly?” 


Assembly? Is that what that announcement was for? | wonder what it could be 
about. 


“| don’t know where it is, but | can walk fine, if that’s what you’re asking.” 


A grin stretched from the corners of Chie’s face. She seemed relieved that he was 
getting a little better anyway. Or at least, it seemed so to her. Obviously Justin could 
tell something was not quite right in his head. 


“I'll lead the way.” 


It was only a brief moment of walking until Chie and Justin had made it to the 
auditorium. And much to Justin’s surprise, that’s apparently a long enough time for 
the voice in his head to start making comments about Chie’s ass. Other me is a 
fucking pervert. 


I! don’t know what you’re talking about. This is how you really feel, isn’t it. 


About what? Chie’s butt? Yeah, no. 


Just admit it. | won’t judge you. Much. 


The auditorium was loud with the sounds of gossip being passed between person to 
person. /t is pretty weird getting called to an unexpected assembly at this time. | 
can’t really blame them for trying to figure out what this was about. 


“Hey... Did you see it yesterday?” 

“Of course not... What, is that rumor for real?” 

“I dunno, but it seems a lot of people have seen it.” 
Huh? Are they talking about the midnight channel? 
Heheha... 

... What the fuck are you laughing about? 

It’s a surpriseeeeeee- 

What the fuck do you mean a surprise? 

You'll find out soon enough. 

“Huh, Yukiko said she’d be here after lunch...” 


Justin turned his attention towards Chie, who had been checking the time on her 
cell-phone, 


“Filling in at the Inn, | assume?” 
“Yeah. It must be tourist season, or something.” 
“In the middle of April? Doesn’t that usually start in the summer?” 


Oh it’s tourist season alright, and they’re al/M M11 here to see Inaba’s main 
attraction... 


Seriously? What the fuck is wrong with you. 

| could ask you the same, me. 

“Huh, now that you mention it, it does, doesn’t it.” 

“Maybe there’s a convention in town, or something.” 

“Well that makes sense | guess.” 

Chie paused for a moment to take a glance around the auditorium. 


“| wonder why they’re holding a school assembly all of a sudden.” 


“| was thinking the same thing.” 


Really? ‘Cause I could have swore you were thinking about Chie’s ass a 
moment ago. 


What? That was you, not me. 

But | am- 

| fucking get it, you’re me, Jesus, shut the fuck up already. 
“.,.Hey, what’s wrong, Yosuke?” 


Huh, something wrong with Yosuke? Justin turned around to see what the fuss was 
about. The sight that had met his eyes left him wondering the same thing as Chie. 
His chin was pointing down towards the floor, his skin pale, his eyes darting back 
and forth between the floorboards. The glimmer that Justin had grown used to 
seeing in Yosuke’s eyes was strangely absent, that goofy smile he was always 
wearing replaced by a frown. / wonder if he caught the same cold Chie did. 


“Oh, it’s nothing...” 


Justin focused his attention back to the front of the auditorium, where one of the 
teachers had made their way to the podium. 


“Everyone, please settled down. The school assembly is about to begin.” 


The chatter that was being exchanged between the students slowly came to a stop. 
It was not until it was completely silent that the announcement continued. 


“First, the Principal has something to say.” 


The teacher stepped off of the podium, moving towards the side of the stage before 
nodding a signal to the principal that he could take his position. The principal 
skulked over to where the previous teacher had been standing, dragging his feet 
along the way. Much like Yosuke had been earlier, his chin was pointing down 
towards the ground, a very clear sorrowful air amongst him. He cleared his throat as 
he leaned into the microphone. 


“I... regret to say that | have a terrible announcement for all of you.” 

Wait for it... 

Huh? 

“One of our third-year students, Ms. Saki Konishi of Class 3... has passed away.” 


WHAT! ? 


Surprissssssssssse. 

Wait a second, YOU KNEW!? 

And thoroughly enjoyed too... 

You monster... You FUCKING monster! 


Oh don’t get your panties in a bunch. It’s not like I did anything to her. 
That falls completely on herself. 


What the hell are you... 
! ama shadow. The true self. 
“Passed away...!?” 


Justin turned his attention towards Chie, trying to hide his mortified expression as 
best as he could. Not that it would have mattered, as it seems she was just as 
shocked as he was; although he was sure it was for completely different reasons. 
Looking around, it seemed the same applied for Yu as well. Yosuke didn’t even say 
a word. He lowered his head further towards the ground, as though he were 
physically pained by the comment. 


“You all right man?” 


Yosuke didn’t respond. It was though he didn’t even hear Justin, he was wallowing 
too much in grief to care what was happening around him. 


What do you care? I thought you hated Yosuke’s guts? Let the little shit 
suffer. 


Yeah, well unlike SOME people, I’m not a complete asshole. 
Whatever helps you sleep at night, kid. 


“Ms. Konishi was found deceased early this morning. The reasons behind her 
passing are currently under investigation by the police. If they ask you for your 
cooperation, | urge you as students of this school to provide only the facts.” 


The crowd started up again, most likely trying to figure out what little they could 
about Saki’s passing from whoever was standing in their immediate vicinity. 


Only the facts huh? How’s this one sound. She was a complete bitch and a 
booze junkie. 


| don’t even KNOW her, where the hell are you pulling this one from. 


It’s what you thought, wasn’t it? 


He didn’t really have much room to argue. Justin did find her to be a bit bitchy when 
he first met her. But they’d only known each other for a few seconds; it seemed 
ridiculous to assume that’s how he felt about her based on that alone. 


“Found dead... How could this happen...?” 


“All right, please quiet down...” 


“Hey... did you guys check out the TV last night?” 


Justin, Chie, and Yu had all been gathered in the hallway when Yosuke came up to 
them. They had been eavesdropping on some other students spreading rumors 
about the situation. One of them said something about the Midnight Channel, but 
this was hardly a surprised to Justin anymore. Whatever that voice in his head was 
made it very clear that he knew something, and Justin was almost entirely 
convinced it had something do with the television. Still, it was a strange topic for 
Yosuke to bring up. / would have thought he’d be grieving right now. 


If only he was in the bathroom slitting his wrists. Then we could kill two 
birds with one stone. Literally. 


“Yosuke! Not you too! 
“Just listen for a sec! Something kept bothering me, so... | watched it again,” 
“As much as | hate to admit it, Chie and | watched it again last night too.” 


Everyone started to give Justin a look. It was a combination of disgust and shock. 
You could add embarrassment and anger in Chie’s case. It hadn’t really clicked with 
Justin what the implications were right away. 


Oh, you two “saw it,” huh. 

What? Oh shit. | did NOT mean it that way. 
You totally did. 

Oh, fuck off, me. 


“Uh... how do you know Chie saw it too?” Yosuke added. He looked like he was 
about to barf at the thought of Chie and Justin- WO GET THE IDEA OUT OF YOUR 
HEAD. Jesus, | AM a perv. 


“Shit, no. Not like that. Me and my big mouth- Chie had to walk me home from the 
hospital, it started to rain, | let her in until the storm passed, it was midnight, the TV 
did its thing, it stopped raining, and she went home. That’s it. Nothing happened.” 


All though Yu and Yosuke seemed to have been relieved by the clarification, Chie 
was still giving Justin the most threatening glare he could have possibly imagined. 


Say goodbye to your balls, kid. 
For once, we agree. 
“Back on topic, | think the girl on the screen was Saki-senpai.” 


“Hey... now that you mention it, what we-l, sorry!” Chie looked like she was about 
to rip his head off by this point. “What / saw did kinda look like Saki.” 


“There’s no mistaking it... Senpai looked like... she was writhing in pain...” 
Oh and what a wonderful sight it was! You have DVR, right? 

Sorry, I’m not into snuff films, you fucking animal. 

“And then... she disappeared from the screen.” 

“What...?” 


“And that’s when she d-,“ Justin cut himself off. He forgot Yosuke and Saki were 
pretty close, so he had to make sure to avoid anything that sounded like the word 
‘die.’ 


“Sorry, forget | said anything.” Yosuke just shook his head and tried to ignore the 
comment. 


“You heard that Senpai’s body was found in a similar situation as that announcer’s, 
right...? Well remember that guy you told us about? How he was all excited that his 
soulmate was the announcer?” 


“You don’t mean-“ Yu spoke up. It seemed like the pieces of the puzzle were 
starting to fall in place for everyone. Save maybe Chie, who it took an extra bit of 
explaining before the implications finally struck here. 


“Yeah. Ms. Yamano might’ve been on that Midnight Channel before she died, too.” 


Chie still looked stump, although Yu and Justin both seemed to have a good idea of 
what was going on by this point. 


“What’s that supposed to mean.” 
“It means that whoever got shown on the Midnight Channel...” 


“Becomes the next victim.” Yu finished Justin’s thought for him, much to his 
displeasure. 


Why don’t you tell Yu to fuck off. This is your show, kid, don’t let this fuck- 
face steal the spotlight. 


My show...? This is a fucking MURDER, one that YOU seem to be in on, if | may add. 
This isn’t a goddamn game. 


It is for me. 
And that is why you disgust me. 


“| can’t say that for sure, but something tells me... | just can’t dismiss this as 
coincidence.” 


Chie had starting fidgeting in place. She was getting, understandably, 
uncomfortable by the theory Yosuke and the gang had put on the table. 


“Plus, remember what that bear thing said? How that place was dangerous, and we 
should leave before the fog clears...? It also said that someone’s been throwing 
people in there. And that room with the posters on the wall... It has to have 
something to do with the announcer’s death. | mean... don’t you think there’s some 
kind of connection there? Couldn’t that world in the TV have something to do with 
Senpai and the announcer’s death!?” 


Care to confirm or deny? 
What would be the fun in that? 


“| agree. That can’t be a coincidence.” Yu actively talking? This is a dream, right? It 
would explain why I’m hearing shit. 


“If there is a connection, then it’s a good bet that the two of them went inside that 
world. That would explain the posters in that room.” 


“But how? | thought Yu was the only one who could get us inside.” 


Justin raised a valid point, one that it seemed nobody present had an answer to. 
Well except maybe the voice in Justin’s head, but it was clear he had no interest in 
helping. 


“Well... if we look around , we might find a place that has something to do with 
Senpai too.” 


“Yosuke, don’t tell me...” 
“Yeah... I’m thinking about going in again. | want to find out for myself.” 


“D-Don't do this... You should just let the police handle this. | mean, look what 
happened last time.” 


Chie made a very visible, and not at all subtle motion towards the bandage on 
Justin’s head. Justin couldn’t help but sigh at her lack of tact. He didn’t like being 
used as an example. 


Aww, how adorable. How does it feel being nothing more than her pity 
pet? 


| don’t know, you tell me. You’re me after all, so | guess that would make you her 
pity pet too. 


Do I sound like | give a shit what she thinks about me? She doesn’t even 
know | exist. 


He’s got a point... 


“You think we can rely on the police!? They haven’t made any progress on the 
announcer’s case. Besides, even if we told them about the world inside the TV, 
there’s no way they’re gonna believe us.” 


“He’s got a point.” Yu added, turning his head towards Chie. 


“If I'm completely off-base with this, that’s fine... It’s just... | need to know why 
Senpai had to die like this?” 


Chie sighed heavily. “Oh, Yosuke...” 


“After what I’ve seen and what I’ve put together, there’s no way | can ignore it 
now...” Yosuke paused for a brief second, before turning his head towards Yu. It had 
only just struck Justin that he couldn’t actually get into the television unless Yu 
helped him in. “I’m gonna go get ready. I'll be waiting for you at Junes.” 


And with that, Yosuke dashed down the hallway and out the door. | don’t think he 
quite realized school wasn’t over for another hour. 


“| can kinda understand how he feels... But we can’t be sure we’ll be able to get out 
safely again.” 


“| don’t know, that bear was willing to help last time, why wouldn't he do it again?” 
“What should we do?” 


Justin took a deep breath, before leaning against the wall behind him. What 
SHOULD they do? Justin passed a glance over to Yu. As much as he hated to admit 
it, eye contact was their primary means of communicating with each other. Hell, 
they had been doing it before they even knew each other’s names. From the looks 
on his face he seemed like he was onboard with jumping into the television again. 


“| say we help him.” 


“Y-You serious...?” 


“Quite frankly, | agree with Yosuke. Something’s not quite right about that world, 
and it’s not like the cops can do anything about it. Besides, it might be helpful for 
him to get some closure.” 


Chie looked over to Yu as though pleading for him to object to Justin’s ramblings, 
but instead only found him nodding in agreement. 


“ ..Well...Uh... Anyways, let’s go to Junes. We can’t leave Yosuke alone...” 


Chie practically charged out the door, most likely so she could get to Yosuke first 
and try to talk him down. Yu and Justin followed close behind, but they weren’t too 
concerned about her changing Yosuke’s mind. He could be really stubborn when he 
wanted to be. 


By the time they had worked their way over to the electronics department, Yosuke 
had already been waiting, and prepared to embark at Yu’s magic touch. He was 
holding a golf club and had a rope tied around his waist. Justin couldn’t help but 
moan. Did this guy know NOTHING about subtlety? 


It took you long enough, you lard ass. Now will you PLEASE feel free to 
send him my way? 


What? You mean- 

Exactly. 

No. No, fuck you. I’m not sending him into a massacre, even if 1 hate the guy. 
Massacre? Oho, no. Not yet. | like to play with my prey. All in good time. 
| don’t believe you. 


You don’t believe in yourself? Harsh. But it matters not. My quarrel is with 
you, not these fools. 


Me? The fuck | do to you? 

You were born. 

“You guys came...!” 

“We came to stop you, idiot!” 

“Actually, | came to help him.” Yu added in timidly. 


“W-What? You were serious about that?” 


Chie swapped her gaze back and forth between the three, not sure who she should 
be pleading to in order to stop the madness. 


“C’mon... You really shouldn’t do this. It’s too dangerous.” 


“| know... but we were able to come back once, right? If we go in from the same 
location, maybe we'll meet that bear again.” 


“Maybe isn’t good enough!” 


“Look, | can’t just act like everyone else and pretend this has nothing to do with 
me.” 


“That’s true, but...” 

Yosuke turned his attention towards Yu and Justin. 

“What about you? Could you just walk away?” 

Yu and Justin gave each other a quick glance, before letting out a small puff of air. 
“Probably not.” Yu remarked. 


“Don’t worry, I’m not going in without a plan. Chie, I’m leaving you in charge of 
this.” 


Yosuke grabbed the rope around his waist and handed the end of it to Chie. It took a 
moment for Chie to quite realize what he intended to use it for. 


“Huh? What’s that? A rope...?” 
“We'll go in with this tied to me, so | want you to hold onto this and wait here.” 
“Wh-What? Then, this is a lifeline? C’mon, wait a sec...” 


“Are you sure that'll be long enough?” Justin pointed out. Remembering how long 
they had fallen, he wouldn’t be surprised if the rope ended up just pulling Chie into 
the TV with them. More importantly, how was Chie supposed to explain the rope 
hanging out of the TV screen? Yosuke only gave him a quick nod, as he handed Yu 
the golf club he was holding. Surprising no one, that didn’t really reinsure Justin’s 
doubts. He sighed. 


“Alright then, let’s get going.” 
“Where do you think you’re going.” Yu placed his hand on Justin’s shoulder. 
“Inside the TV...?” 


“Not with that injury you’re not.” 


“What?” Justin could practically feel the rage boiling up inside him. Who the hell 
gave Yu the right to tell him what to do? Looking around he could see that Yosuke 
was in agreement as well. Chie was still doing all she could to convince them not to 
go through with their hastily thrown together plan.” 


Beat the living shit out of him. It will amuse me. 
If you haven’t caught on yet, I’m not listening to a WORD you say. 


Oooooh, but then you’ll miss me revealing the murderer. That would be a 
real shame. 


| know damn well that you’re not going to tell me that anyway. 
You know me so well. 
“Just stay up here and help Chie out with the rope.” 


Justin wanted to ask why two of them had to stay back, but then remembered that 
Chie had wanted nothing to do with the TV, so it wasn’t like she was going to take 
his place on the expedition. 


“Fine, but you owe me.” Yu chuckled. The fuck’s so funny? I’m serious. 


“Alright... Let’s go. There’s no use wasting any more time. Chie, Justin, whatever 
you do, don’t let go of the rope!” 


Yu and Yosuke gave a quick nod at each other before approaching the television. Yu 
placed his palm against the screen allowing to Yosuke to step inside, followed 
immediately by Yu. 


“H-Hey! | said wait!” By the time Chie had finished her sentence, the two were long 
gone. 


“Well, it looks like we’re going to be stuck here for a while.” Justin groaned. 
You say that like you didn’t want to be stuck with your little girlfriend. 


You know, you keep saying you’re me, but then you pull stuff like this out of thin-air. 
You seem to know so little about me, for me. 


You’re a very bad liar. 
Fuck you too. 


Chie gave the rope a small tug, maybe to make sure there was still rope room, 
maybe to get a signal back from Yosuke. Whatever the reason, it didn’t matter, the 
rope snapped in two almost immediately. Justin was barely able to catch Chie as 
she fell backwards from the rope tearing in two. 


“Gotcha.” 

HAHAHAHA. Oh god, that was too perfect. 

| knew you were lying. 

Lying? Oh no, I had nothing to do with that. 
Then who did? 


Come now, you know the rules of the game. You have to figure it out as 
you go. 


Goddammit! 


Chie took a second to snap back to reality after nearly busting her ass on the floor. 
Her face scrunched up with worry the second she realized what had just happened. 


“See...? | Knew this wasn’t going to work...” 
“Shit! Alright, alright... gotta stay calm ” 


Justin placed his palm against the TV screen. Nothing. He forgot they had needed Yu 
to get in or out. 


“Oh god, what are we going to do...!?” 


Looking back at Chie, she had already started tearing up, her eyes moist with tears. 
The voice in his head was laughing like a maniac at this for some reason, but he just 
shut it out as though it weren’t there. Justin walked over to where Chie had been 
sitting on the floor and took a seat besides her. 


“Everything will be fine.” 
“You don’t know that!” 
“You're right. | don’t. But we have to have faith in them.” 


Chie wiped away her tears with the sleeves of her jacket. After that it grew silent for 
a few minutes, the two of them staring at the television monitor that Yu and Yosuke 
had ventured into. Neither looked at the other, nor did they need to. They knew 
exactly what the other was thinking, their thoughts scrambled in a heap of worry 
and doubt. Justin had tried to break the silence on several occasions, but couldn’t 
seem to find the words he was looking for. So instead he reached for his cigarettes. 
Chie noticed him dig into his pockets and gave him a look. 


“Here!? People are watching!” 


Justin stared at her for a moment, then back to his cigarette. He puffed out some 
hot air and placed it back in the package he had taken it from. Chie sighed slightly. 
He knew he was just trying to ignore the awkward atmosphere, but then there really 
wasn’t much to talk about. 


“So... what do we do now?” 
“Got a deck of cards?” 

“No.” 

“Well so much for that idea.” 


Time passed. Seconds turned to minutes, minutes to hours, and yet Yosuke and Yu 
still weren’t back. Justin wasn’t sure what was worse, how stupid Chie and Justin 
looked sitting and staring at the same TV for three hours, or the fact that Yu and 
Yosuke hadn’t returned yet. A thought occurred to him. The voice in his head knew 
what was going on in the other world, right? Maybe he could try to reason with it. 


| don’t suppose YOU know what’s going on over on that side. 
And I suppose you expect me to tell you? 

Damn straight | do. 

Yeah no. 

And why not. 

Why should I? 

Because you have no reason not to, and every reason to. 
Name one reason. 

You’re me. And | will fuck me up if you don’t cooperate. 

It doesn’t work that way. 

Want to try? 

There was a brief pause in the exchange between the two. 
Hehe. Alright, I'll bite. They’re very much alive and well. In fact... 


At that moment, Yosuke and Yu took a step out of the television. They looked 
slightly shaken, but otherwise very much in take. Yosuke was even smiling for the 
first time that day. Chie practically jumped at the sight of the group. Justin could 
almost swear she was going to hug Yosuke. 


And that my friend was your only wish. Good job wasting it. 
Yeah, like | wanted anything from you. 

Besides what you just asked for, right? 

“Y-You guys came baaack...!” 


Chie looked like she was going to burst into tears of joy at any second. Of course, 
what happened instead didn’t surprise Justin in the slightest, Chie being Chie, and 
Yosuke being Yosuke and what not. 


“Huh? Chie? Whoa, what's with that face? 


Chie stood up and threw the remains of the rope she had been holding at Yosuke. It 
wasn’t like it was heavy or anything like that, but it still somehow managed to 
knock Yosuke to the ground for a brief moment. Yosuke shouted out in pain before 
standing back up. What a pussy. It’s a rope, not a fucking rock. 


“The nerve of you guys! You are such morons! | can’t believe this! You guys suck!” 


Chie’s face had been running with tears at this point. She seemed fine, albeit a bit 
worried, when Justin was waiting for the duo to return, but here she was, pouring 
her eyes out. Justin almost felt bad for not noticing she was this upset earlier. 


“The rope got cut off... and | had no idea what to do... | was so worried... | mean 
scared stiff, dammit! | hate you both!” 


Chie turned around and darted in the other direction, covering here eyes with the 
arm of her sleeve, most likely so no one could see her crying. 


“W-Wait! Goddammit, I'll go get her.” 
Easier to pick up when they’re like this, eh? 


Why does everything have to be about hooking up with you? 


It took a half hour or so of wandering around the mall until Justin found Chie. He had 
almost given up looking, figuring she had gone home. Yet here she was sitting in 
the corner of the food court, her head resting in her arms. Justin could tell she was 
still crying from half-way across the food-court. He approached the table and put an 
arm on Chie’s shoulder. She barely looked up to see who it was. 


“Oh... hey.” 


“You know, you had everyone worried sick. Are you alright?” 


Chie lifted her head completely out of the resting place she had made in between 
her arms. Her eyes were still completely full of tears. 


“Why does he have to be such a jerk.” 
“We are talking about Yosuke, right? ‘Cause last | checked, he was always a jerk.” 


Chie laughed slightly, though the tears kept falling from her eyes. No words were 
exchanged for a brief moment between them. 


“...come on, | got an idea on how to cheer you up.” 
“H-huh?” 


Justin grabbed Chie by the wrist and dragged her out of her seat, much to Chie’s 
surprise. She was practically tripping over her steps trying to keep up with Justin. 
Whatever idea he had, it must have been good if he was in such a big rush. 


“What are we doing HERE.” 


Justin had dragged Chie all the way over to Yosuke’s house, for what reason, she 
had no idea, and she almost didn’t want to. She wanted nothing to do with Yosuke, 
and Justin knew that. So why had her dragged her all the way there? 


“Well, back in California, we had a way of dealing with people like Yosuke. Pick your 
weapon.” 


Justin showed Chie a carton of eggs he had picked up on the way out of Junes. He 
had been keeping it hidden in a Junes bag the entire time, though she was surprised 
the shape of the egg carton pushing against the bag didn’t tip her off immediately. 
Justin took a single egg out of the carton and started throwing it in the air and 
catching it. 


“W-Wait a second, we’re egging his house? | mean, | am made at Yosuke and all, 
but his parents are going to be the ones that have to clean up.” 


Justin smirked at the comment, much to Chie’s displeasure. 
“Who said we were egging the house?” 

“What do you mean...?” 

“Think about it, what does Yosuke cherish the most.” 


Chie paused for a moment. She actually wasn’t sure what Justin was referring to at 
first. And then it hit her like a bug against the car windshield. 


“His bike.” 
“Bingo. Say, do you know the time?” 
“Huh? It’s about eleven, why?” 


“Well think of it this way. Yosuke rides his bike to and from school every morning, 
right? And somehow | doubt Yosuke gets up early in the morning.” 


“He doesn’t.” 


Justin almost wanted to ask her how she knew that, but figured it wasn’t worth 
getting kicked in the balls. 


Oooo, sounds like someone’s jealous. 
Of Yosuke? Please. 


“So then, if we go now while he’s asleep and egg his bike, he won’t have time to 
wash it off in the morning. And since he plans his schedule around getting to school 
on bike, he won't have time to walk. Which means...” 


“He'll have to ride his bike to school covered in egg.” A devious smile swept Chie’s 
face. The plan was perfect in everyway. 


“Right on the money.” 


The two snuck out from the bushes they had taken cover behind and down to the 
chain linked fence Yosuke’s bike had been leaning against. Justin handed Chie the 
egg he had been tossing around, and much to his amusement, she didn’t even 
hesitate to hurl it at the bike. Egg after egg pounded against the bike, a good few of 
them getting on the seat, which was always a plus. He could practically see the egg 
stuck to Yosuke’s ass as he walked into class the next day. 


But as all good things do, the egging finally came to an end. They only had so many 
eggs after all. Chie was practically out of breathe, though Justin couldn’t imagine 
why. Had she been throwing the eggs at the bike that hard? She huffed a few times 
before mustering up the energy to talk. 


“That... was fun...” 


“Remind me to buy more eggs next time.” 


